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know it all in advance?" He laughed. "Do you think it
will all go according to plan, with nothing left to chance?
Cheer up, there's a chance for everyone. If you know a
thing or two, if you think you can do something, go ahead.
There's a chance for everyone, I say. Hitler's not bound to
be the big noise* Why don't you enter for the race to the
top? Someone's got to get there. Well, why not you?"

I was struck by his cynical tone. But it was general in
Berlin. "We might have thought there was going to be an
end of all these ups and downs," I said. "But things seem
worse than ever. Who is the real ruler of this country?"

"It's a witches' Sabbath," laughed von H. "But it's not
a kid glove affair. We've got to go through this mess, and
anyone who's afraid of dirtying his white waistcoat had
better stay at home."

My friend was in mufti, as was usual for the modern
officers of our republican army, and it suited his elegant,
athletic figure. The old officer of monarchical times had
always looked liked a fish out of water in civilian dress.

It was lunch time; we turned into a well-known restaurant
in Unter den Linden. When we had given our order,
von H. fell to talking about our days in the cadet college.

"Do you remember that red-haired fellow N. in the
ist Guards?" he asked* "He was adjutant to the Prince of
Lippe later on. Do you remember that time in the swimming-
bath when he made us do the pike's leap over the barrier
into the Havel? No one was let off; those who couldn't or
wouldn't try it,on their own had to go over with him. Head
first! And afterwards there was egg brandy as a reward."

"Yes," I replied, "I remember it well."

"That's your national uprising, old man," he laughed*
"Over the barrier and into the stream. Then swim for it!'*

I knew the flippant tone of Berlin officers well enough to
guess that there was something serious behind this trivial
talk. Von H, was a very capable officer, a coming man in
tHe General Staff! He is now playing an important part
behind the scenes* How strange it is that one never gets rid
of a feeMng of inferiority acquired in early years. In the
cadet corps this man was the senior of my roan** and with
Citing sarcasm he soon laughed us young cadets $ut of our
youth&t sentimental ideas. ,>